












れて生きていく力がない，とする A. B. クットナーと，ポールは母親の死



















しかし筆者は，初期の第1作目からすでに黒い神の萌芽がジョージ （George） やアナブル 
（Annable） という男性に見られ，また第2作目でもシーグマンド （Siegmund） にそれが表
われていることを指摘した。そして第3作目の『息子と恋人』の重要な登場人物であるウォ











ガーネット （Edward Garnett） 宛の手紙において次のように書いている。
  A woman of character and refinements goes into the lower class, and has no 
satisfaction in her own life. She had a passion for her husband, so the children are 
born of passion, and heaps of vitality. But as her sons grow up she selects them as 
lovers---the eldest, then the second. These sons are urged into life by their 
reciprocal of their mother---urged on and on. But when they come to manhood, 
they canʼt love, because their mother is the strongest power in their lives, and 
holds them.
・・・・・・・・・・・・
  The son decides to leave his soul in his motherʼs hands, and like his elder 
brother, goes for passion. He gets passion. Then the split begins to tell again. But 
almost unconsciously, the mother realizes what is the matter, and begins to die. 
The son casts off mistress, attends to his mother dying. He is left in the end naked 
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of everything, with the drift towards death. (Letters I 477)
 上に引用した手紙を読んで，研究者の中には『息子と恋人』の主題はエディプス・コン
プレックスを中心とするものであり，主人公のポール・モレル （Paul Morel） は母の愛の
束縛に苦しんでいるのだと考えている者がいる。たとえば A. B. クットナー （A. B. 






































  When she was twenty three years old she met, at a Christmas party, a young 
man from the Erewash Vally, Morel was then twenty-seven years old. He was well-
set-up, and very smart. He had wavy, black hair that shone again, and a vigorous 
black beard that had never been shaved. His cheeks were ruddy, and his red, 
moist mouth was noticeable because he laughed so often and so heartily. He had 
that rare thing, a rich, ringing laugh. Gertrude Coppard had watched him 
fascinated. He was so full of colour and animation, his voice ran so easily into 
comic grotesque, he was so ready and so pleasant with everybody. Her own father 
had a rich fund of humour, but it was satiric. This manʼs was different: soft, non-





















































  She herself was opposite. She had a curious, receptive mind, which found 
much pleasure and amusement in listening to other folk. She was clever in leading 
folk to talk. She loved ideas, and was considered very intellectual. What she liked 
of all was an argument on religion or philosophy or politics, with some educated 
man. This she did not often enjoy. So she always had people tell her about 








  And, having an end house, she enjoyed a kind of aristocracy among the other 
women of the ʻbetweenʼ houses, because her rent was five shillings and sixpence 































（intellect） よりも賢明なものである血と肉への信仰です」 （Letters I 503）という文章からも，
彼が重視しているのは，ガートルードの清教徒的厳格な精神性よりも，ウォルターの柔ら
かく温かな肉体性であると思われる。ガートルードもフィールドに失恋した直後にウォル
ターに出会ったときは彼の存在の素晴らしさを認めたのである（She looked at him 
startled. This was a new tract of life suddenly opened before her. She realised the life 
of the miners, hundreds of them toiling below earth and coming up at evening. He 






















  There began a battle between the husband and wife, a fearful, bloody battle 
that ended only with the death of one. She fought to make him undertake his own 
responsibilities, to make him fulfil his obligations. But he was too different from 
her. His nature was purely sensuous, and she strove to make him moral and 
religious. She tried to force him to face things. He could not endure it--- it drove 























  She hurried out of the side garden to the front, where she could stand as if in 
an immense gulf of white light, the moon streaming high in face of her, the 
moonlight standing up from the hills in front, and filling the valley where the 
Bottoms crouched, almost blindingly. There, panting and half weeping in reaction 
from the stress, she murmured to herself over and again: “The nuisance!---the 
nuisance!”
  She became aware of something about her. With an effort, she roused herself, 
to see what it was that penetrated her consciousness. The tall white lilies were 
reeling in the moonlight, and the air was charged with their perfume, as with a 
presence. Mrs Morel gasped slightly in fear. She touched the big, pallid flowers on 
their petals, then shivered. They seemed to be stretching in the moonlight. She put 
her hand into one white bin: the gold scarcely showed on her fingers by 
moonlight. She bent down, to look at the bin-ful of yellow pollen: but it only 



















































































  All the life of Miriamʼs body was in her eyes, which were usually dark as a 
dark church, but could flame like a conflagration. Her face scarcely ever altered 
from its look of brooding. She might have been one of the women who went with 
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  The whole of his blood seemed to burst into flame, and he could scarcely 
breathe. An enormous orange moon was staring at them from the rim of the sand 







  She could feel Paul being drawn away by this girl. And she did not care for 
Miriam. “She is one of those who will want to suck a manʼs soul out till he has 
none of his own left,” she said to herself, “and he is just such a gaby as to let 
himself be absorbed. She will never let him become a man, she never will.” So, 




















































  When she arose, he, looking on the ground all the time, saw suddenly 
sprinkled on the black wet beech roots many scarlet carnation petals, like splashed 
drops of blood. And red, small splashes fell from her bosom streaming down her 















  And he put his face down on her throat, afraid. What was she. A strong, 
strange, wild life, that breathed with his in the darkness through this hour. It was 
all so much bigger than themselves, that he was hushed. They had met, and 
included in their meeting the thrust of manifold grass stems, the cry of the pewits, 






  It was for each of them an initiation and a satisfaction. To know their own 
nothingness, to know the tremendous living flood which carried them always, gave 
them rest within themselves. If so great a magnificent power could overwhelm 
them, identify them altogether with itself, so that they knew they were only grains 
in the tremendous heave that lifted every grass-glade its height, and every tree, 
and living thing, then why fret about themselves: they could let themselves be 
carried by life. And they felt a sort of peace each in the other: there was a 
verification which they had had together. Nothing could nullify it, nothing could 







  It was true as he said. As a rule, when he started love-making, the emotion 
was strong enough to carry with it everything, reason, soul, blood, in a great 
sweep like the Trent carries bodily its black-swirls and intertwinings, noiselessly. 
Gradually the little criticisms, the little sensations were lost, thought also went, 
everything borne along in one flood. He became, not a man with a mind, but a 
great instinct. His hands were little creatures, living; his limbs, his body were all 




  It was as if he and the stars and the dark herbage and Clara were licked up in 
an immense tongue of flame which tore onwards and upwards. Everything rushed 
along in living beside him, everything was still, perfect in itself, along with him. 
This wonderful stillness in each living in itself, while it was being borne along in 


















  “Itʼs so hard to say---but the something big and intense that changes you when 
you really come together with somebody else. It almost seems to fertilise your soul 




  To him now life seemed a shadow, day a white shadow, night, and death, and 
stillness, and inaction, this seemed like being. To be alive, to be urgent, and 
insistent, that was not-to-be. The highest of all was, to melt out into the darkness 
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  And in a few minutes Paul heard his fatherʼs heavy steps go thudding over the 
deadening snow. Miners called in the streets as they tramped in gangs to work.
・・・・・・・・・・・
  Far away over the snow sounded the hooters of the iron works. One after 
another they crowed and boomed, some small and far away, some near, the 




  Still it was dark. Perhaps there was a lighter tinge. Perhaps the snow was 
growing blue. He heard a cart clanking down the streets. Yes, it was seven oʼclock, 
and it was coming a little bit light. He heard some people calling. The world was 








  The realest thing was the thick darkness at night. That seemed to him whole 
and comprehensible and restful (SL 455)
 そして再びこの小説の結末において闇の世界が示されている。
  Now she was gone abroad into the night, and he was with her still. They were 
together. But yet there was his body, his chest that leaned against the stile, his 
hands on the wooden bar. They seemed something. Where was he?---one tiny 
upright speck of flesh, less than an ear of wheat lost in the field. He could not bear 
it. On every side the immense dark silence seemed pressing, so tiny speck, into 
extinct. Night, in which everything was lost, went reaching out, beyond stars and 
sun. Stars and sun, a few grains, went spinning round for terror and holding each 
other in embrace, there in a darkness that outpassed them all and left them tiny 
and daunted. So much, and himself, infinitesimal, at the core a nothingness, and 
yet not nothingness.
  “Mother!” he whimpered, “mother!”
  She was the only thing that held him up, himself, amid all this. And she was 
gone, intermingled herself! He wanted her to touch him, have him alongside with 
her.
  But no, he would not give in. Turning sharply, he walked towards the cityʼs 
gold phosphorescence. His fists were shut, his mouth set fast. He would not take 
that direction, to the darkness, to follow her. He walked towards faintly humming, 
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